
Or lowlit 6ftor for anota game 
Rutas fnccelTmcly frorabloudto blond, 

K „„bt of birth ,vom Erapcnc.yout owmi 
for Ihhconforted with tbcCitizen. 

Your very worfhipfull and lowing friends# 

A ndby their vehement inftigation, 

Wthis iuft futceomc 1 to mooue vour grace, 

Glo, I know not whether to depart in f licncc* 

Or bitterly to fpcake m your reproofe, 

Beft fittethmy degree or your condmon: 
Yourloue defenses my thankos,butmy dcierf 
Vnoieritable Ihunncs your high revolt, 

Fjrftifall obftacles were cutaway. 

And that my path were euen to the crowne# 

As my right reuenew and dew by birrn, 

Yetfo much is my pouerty of fpirit. 

So tr'^htic and many my defeats, 

A -ill \ rather hide me from my greatnoli«, 

BeUr g a Barke to brookc no might* fca. 

Then in mygreatneffe couet to be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glory pother * 

Bw ^od be thanked rhct«- no need oi me, 

And much I need to helpe you -f need were. 

The royaUtteehathlcrt vs royallfute, 

'T-u.,u Kv theftcalini hourcs of tttae# 


When holie and deuout religiou* men, 

Arc at their beads, tis hard to draw them thence^ 

So fweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rtchjvith two Br(bops aloft . 

UlUior. S ee where he Hands betweene two clergic men, 
Buck- Two props of vertue for a Chriftian Prince, 

To ftay him from the fall of vanitie, 

Famous Plantagenet,moft gratious Prince, 

Lend fauourab!ecaie;to iny requeff, 

And pardon vs the interruption 

Of thy deuotion andtight Chriftian zeale. 

Glo. My Lord, there needs no fuch apblogic, 

I rather do befeech you pardon me, 

"Who can, eft in the fcruice of riiy God, 

Negleft the vifitationofmy friends, 

But leauing tnis,whatisyour graces pleaiure? . , 

Bhc. Euen that I hope which pleafeth God aboue, 
And all good men of this vngouerned lie, 

Glo. Ido fufpett I haue don 2 fomc offence. 

That feemes difgracbus in the Cities eies. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance, 

Buc. Youhaue roy Lord, would it pieafe your grace 
At our entreaties to amend that fault., 

Glo. Elfc wherefore breath I in a Chriftian land? 

“Bhc. Then know it is your fault that you refigne. 

The (upreame feat, the throne ma.efticall, 

The feeptred office of your aunccftors. 

The lineaUglorie ofyourroyall houfc. 

To the corruption ofa blemilhtftockc: 

Whileft in the mildnclTc of you fleepiothonghts, . 

Which here we waken to our countries good,' 

This noble lie doth want her proper limbes, 

Her face defact with ft art ofinfamic, 

Andalmoft fhouldredinthcfwallowing gulph, ( >-• > 

Of blind forgctfulncffc and darke obliuion, 

Which to recure we hartily folicic, . 

Your gracious fclfc to take on yon thefoueraigntjc thereof, 
Protestor ftewardfubfhwtc, - 











